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Surely these gentlemen think themselves rather formed
of porcelain clay than of common potter's ware. Deal-
ing in satire against all others, their own dignity suffers
so cruelly from an ill-imagined joke! If B. had good
books to sell, he might set them all at defiance. His
Magazine does well, and beats Constable's: but we will
talk of this when we meet.1
As for Whiggery in general, I can only say, that as
no man can be said to be utterly overset until his rump
has been higher than his head, so I cannot read in his-
tory of any^ free state which has been brought to slavery
until the rascal and uninstructed populace had had their
short hour of anarchical government, which naturally
I will arise and go unto a magician, which is of my friends: of a surety
lie will devise some remedy, and free me out of all my distresses.
" 27. So he arose and came unto that great magician which hath his
dwelling in the old fastness, hard by the Kiver Jordan, which is by the
Border.
" 28. And the magician opened his mouth and said, Lo! my heart wish-
eth thy good, and let the thing prosper which is in thy hands to do it.
u 29. But thou seest that my hands are full of working, and my labor is
great. For, lo, I have to feed all the people of my land, and none know-
eth whence his food cometh j but each man openeth his mouth, and my
hand filleth it with pleasant things.
" 30. Moreover, thine adversary also is of my familiars.
" 31. The land is before thee : draw thou up thine hosts for the battle on
the mount of Proclamation, and defy boldly thine enemy, which hath his
camp in the place of Princes; quit ye as men, and let favor be shown unto
him which is most valiant.
" 32. Yet be thou silent; peradventure will I help thee some little.
" 33. But the man which is Crafty saw that the magician loved him
not. For he knew him of old, and they had had many dealings; and he
perceived that he would not assist him in the day of his adversity.
" 34. So he turned about, and went out of his fastness. And he shook
the dust from his feet, and said, Behold I have given this magician much
money, yet see now, he hath utterly deserted me. Verily, my fine gold
hath perished." — Chap. iii.
1 [The story of the composition of The Ohaldee Manuscript, its publica-
tion in the first number of the magazine, destined to so long and brilliant
a career, and the extraordinary commotion -caused thereby, is admirably
told in the Annals of a Publishing House, which also gives the details re-
garding Laidlaw's brief connection with the new periodical, and the corre-
spondence of Scott and Blaekwood during its early months. — See Mrs.
Oliphant's William Bladcwood and His Sons, vol. i. chap, iii.]

